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THE 


VONDERFUL TRANCE; 


O R, 


The French Kingin a DRE AM. 


The Happy Arrival of King WIL LIAM into ENGL AND. 


/a [uit . 
IVE Ear, give Ear, to what I do relate, 
ul 


With dreadtul Sighs ; O {ad and dreanu 


That I fo long haveliv'd in Honour gifat, 
And now art laſt with Shame forc'd to retreat ; 


Who made no thought (by War) but out of ha d, 


To Conquer all the Habitable Land ; ; 

Enlarge my Borders, yea, and King to be F 

Orre the whole- World, to all Ecanity : 

W hat rage, what madnels, now Lyndergo, 

Thar I ſhould prove France's final overthrow ?* 

O how the thoughts of that ſupprets my Heart 

With tortur'd gricf, yea, with a darting ſmart ! 

My warlike Men, they lay their Honours down, 

W hich forces me to be of no Renown ; 

My Captains love the Runegados R ace, 

And durlt not look King WIL LI AM in the Face; 

My Centinels are drove trom place to place, 

Alas! I am quite ruin'd with dilgrace ; 

What ere I do, or take in hand, or fce, 

Te ſtill falls croſs unto my Majelty ; 

My Foes turn'd Friends, my Friends turn'd Foes 
(again, 


Till I was quite forſaken on the Main : 
With England great, a Peace would fain make, 
Which makes my Crown and Sceptre fore to ſhake ; 
My Subjects dread Men born in Engliſh Land, 

For when they come, we cannot them withſtand ; 

W ho with Proſperiry do ſtill abound, 

My Royal Robes to level with the Ground; 


My {elf to Death commit: I plainly {ce, 


Appear the day of my Mortality : 
Yea, leſt m " Sonſh=- may example need, 


They will the Tzogu Miſcries exceed ; 


(Fate !*: 
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| For my Birth-day, leſt Comfort I ſhould fee, 

Was black with Clouds, and toul as foul may be : 
| I now am tortur'd with a Conſcious Guile, 
For Blood by me too often hath been fpilt, 
hat now for Vengeance cries ; yea, Innocent, 
wy which God's Wrath to punith me is bent : 
many Souls have I an Obje& been 
To leave this World, ere halt their days were ſeen, 
Which me diſturbs ; yea; in the ſilent Night, 


With Ghoſtly Shades, they do my Sleep affright ; 
Do what1lcan, before my Face they flee 

And ſhreek ; in no place can I quiet be. 

Smart Stripes do ſound before me, Hell-brands fmoak, 
T wilted with Snakes, my wicked Soul to choak ; 
They witneſs untome, yea, day by day, 

\Vhen dead, I ſhall be ſnatched quite away 

To Parts tar diſtant, from-th' Ehgian Coaſt, 
With damned Shades, ſhall dwell my horrid Ghoſt : 
I am Deceit, Deceitful is my Name ; 

VV hen Bears their Natures change, then I my frame; 


| When Paris ſhall in England planted be, 


When Fiſh build Nets on: every Bough and Tree, 
V Vhen raging Seas without a rowling V Vave, 
Then Ill enjoy what-I ſhall never have : 
Ere this will be, ere Erhiops to white turn, 
My Body muſt reſort toth' filent Urn , 
My Bones ſhall reſt no where, but ſecret Cries 
. Shall me torment, in endleſs Miſcries ; 
V Vhilſt Great King Wiliam triumphs here on Earth, 
| VVill Crowned be with everlaſting Mirth ; 


| His Soulto Heaven, Angels fate will bring 


To God ; there Hallelujahs for to ſing, 
To him who was, who is, and 'ere will be, 


The King of Kings to all Erernity. 
Per M. H. 


""I—_ 


Licens'd, Octob, 15. 1692. 


li, 5 
Us a... hc py” _— A 


